THE TRAIN
The latter did not condescend to any personal convers-
ation upon the subject, but sent a message through
Kostritsyn that he would smash Sobol's face if he didn't
stop his damned nonsense.
That was when Sobol thought of going to Dr. Belov
and making a clean breast of the whole thing. He
realized full well that Kravtsov was not a man to fool
with. Sobol began to haunt the doctor—he felt safer
under his wing. Belov would see him several times a day
—he was amused that Sobol was always busy reckoning
up. Rolling his eyes, Sobol would count under his
breath:
"Sixty-seven rimes a hundred and twenty, that's
8,040 grams, say roughly eight kilograms."
He was no expert with the abacus, and multiplied
and divided in his head.
But Sobol could not make up his mind to approach
the doctor. He was far from sure how the commissar
would regard such an attack. The commissar had cold
eyes, and thin hard lips. He would not strike a man in
the face, of course, but who wanted to be on bad terms
with such a chap?
"Schemer," Sobol thought of Danilov.
He found a way out. Choosing his moment, during
the dinner in the staff coach, he took a tin of meat paste,
cut off a slice of butter and shook out some sugar,
"After all, what am I to do?" he whispered. He counted
the lumps of sugar—forty-two. "He'll be getting too fat
on that," thought Sobol and put back twelve of them—
the biggest. Then, concealing everything in his pocket,
he went to Kravtsov.
Kravtsov was asleep in the car, lying on the top berth.
A newspaper covered his face—only his beard could be
seen sticking out from under it ... Sukhoyedov was
deeding down below. Nobody else was there. Sobol
cautiously nudged Kravtsov.
"Comrade Kxavtsov!" he whispered, when Kravtsov
removed the newspaper from his face and looked down
at Mm with sleep-fogged eyes.
62

